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nothing at first sight to tell you that you are not in Europe or even in England. There are fields in which something which might be spring wheat is coming up, patches which look like a sandy Surrey common with winter gorse upon it, other fields with a pale blue-green grass on which flocks of goats are grazing. But a minute later you see a woman swathed in crimson muslin, then a deep-brown child stark naked, then a group of very thin walnut-coloured men, with white turbans, linen jackets, and bare legs, digging in a field. Another minute, and you see a troop of monkeys, big, loose-limbed fellows, who pass quickly in a kind of ambling gallop. Then the hump-backed cattle begin to come into the landscape, mild-eyed, miniature beasts, with white, grey, fawn, and cream-coloured coats; and after them the buffaloes, straight-backed, lead-coloured animals, with long horns sloping back from their short ears